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SLOPERIAN ENERGY AT FOLKESTONE. 

“ Although Poor Pa has patronized their town on more than one occasion, Folkestunites seem to be far from proud of the honour bestowed on them. This year, 
therefore, his reception there was not one of the most cordial. But Dad, thouyh, is not to be put down by trifles. Desiring to return good for evil, immediately 
upon his arrival at Folkestone he issued announcements to the effect that he should have much pleasure in promoting a series of Baby Shows in the town. One Baby 
Show, thouyh, proved to be quite as much as Folkestonites could stand, and Papa had to beat a hasty and undignified retreat.” — Toorsix. 


CRICKETISMS. BENDIGO. 


~ . BENDIGO, otherwise William Thom pon, was a “Not- 
59 5 tingham Lamb.“ lie was born in 1811 in that city; “xo 

4 7 renowned, in the days of rotten boroughs and racted 

c 8 contested elections, for its pugnacious e ts riotous 
R 2 mobs and rampant radicalism.” Some thirty odd years later 
A 17 DD a territory of our Antipodean Empire was named after him, 
* 
W * 


8 . and Bendy’s name was in every mouth. 


He three times fought Ben Caunt, a man of Herculean 

a and giant strength, standing six feet two inches 

* high, and weighing fourtcen stone seven pounds, The first 
a time Caunt lost by a foul, Bendy having a nasty trick of 
getting down immediately after administering punishment, 


I’ a4 U 2 and so avoiding it himself, enraged at which Caunt struck 
2 Mg 80 Sey him whilst yet on his second’s knee, The next battle 
S f i 


Bendigo lost by falling without a blow, and then came the 
famous mill, on the 9th September, 1815, for £20U and the 
championship. : 
The account we have before us occupies seven closely- 
“ printed pages of small type, su we can only briefly describe 
2 — 4 what took place. In the first round Caunt threw himself 
E 2 A = into attitude erect and smiling, ° whilst Bendy at once began 
~~“ o< to play round him, dodging and shifting ground in his usual 
= style.” Bendy drew first blood, and Caunt threw him, In 
5 sa the second round Bendy got down without punishment ; 
and in the third ho was thrown across the ropes. In the 
4 cut to ley. fuurth Bendy got down again and lay grinning at the giant. 
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In the next three rounds he got down, after managing to land 
heavily on the big man's face. In the seventh round“ Blood was 
flowing from Caunt's face in torrents.“ In the twenty-second 
Bendy was still free from punishment, and looked as fresh as when 
he entered the ring, while Caunt, although firm and active on his 
pins, was a dreadful sight. His cheek had a ping wound, his lip 
was cut, and his eve and nose badly bruised ; but indignant cries 
were raised on all sides against Bendigo's shifty ways. . 

The men fought on, but the appeals to the referee, Obaldiston, 
“t*'auld Squire,” as he was called, were frequent. The mob broke 
into the ring, bludgeous were freely used by the “lambs” and 
Caunt’s supporters, By the time the combatants had reached the 
eighty-eighth round two hours had elapsed, and still there was no 
“apparent approximation of the end, Bendy came up slowly, while 
Caunt was evidently disposed to annihilate him, as, indeed, his 
formidable fists induced every one to believe he would have done 
long before; but Bendy prudenily kept out of distance until a 
slight opening in the guard of Caunt enabled him to jump in and 
deliver his left twice in succession, on effecting which he slipped 
down, and looked up with a triumphant leer at the mystified 
champion, 

The nivety-third and last round arrived. The men were quickly 
at the scratch, and Caunt commenced operating left and right. 
Catching Bendy slightly on the forehead, Bendy was forced back 
on the ropes and slipped down, but got up again, and was tloored 
by Caunt, who then turned from him, seemingly considering that 
the round had concluded. Bendy, however, awake to every chance 
of administering punishment, jumped up as, indeed, he had done 
before in another round, and rushing after Caunt, was about to let 
tly, when Caunt dropped into a sitting position on the grass. And 
now a final appeal was made to the referee, who gave the verdict 
against Caunt, and ina letter to the editor of Jtell’s Life declared 
that “Caunt turued round and skulked away.” The Hell's Life 
reporter said: Although we have occasionally had to record 
tranzactions of the most discreditable description, the proceedings 
on Tuesday far exceeded in enormity anything we before 
witnessed.” 

Some five years later Bendy and Caunt, who were now frienda, 
took a joint benefit at the baths in the Westminster Road. 
Previous to this the latter had taken the Coach and Horses, in St. 
Martin's Lane, the parlour of which was much resorted to by the 
“Fancy.” Bendy, on the other hand, took the pledge, and, witha 
white choker and long straight hair, became a dissenting preacher, 
One day one of the noble patrons of the ring met him in clerical 
attire, and asked what.his little game might be. My lord,” said 
he, “I am now fighting Satan, and behold the victory shall be 
mine.” „1 hope so, Bendy,” said his lordship 5 “but, pray, fight 
Beelzebub more fairly than you did Ben Caunt. 

Bendy was one of three boys at a birth, and these were playfully 
dubbed Shadrach, Meshech and Abed-nego, The popular verna- 
cular corruption of Abed-nego was Bendigo. 

* * * * 


* * 

BIGG FITE FOR THE CHAMPINGSHIPP OFF THE WURLD. 
Round 1.—the deeming boi an Allexandri av thro there capps 
inter the wring. 1 off the specktaters av maid n grabb att em an 
took iss ‘ook, wilst the decming boi an iss bakkers wos givin 
chaice Allexandri av craw! undder the ropes an iss off ome. the 

Umpyer iss a-reedin n book too see iff this iss queensberi rooles. 

(Newt week, The Bones in the Barn.” ) 


TO CORRESPONDENTS. 
— 
„„ Correspondents wishing their MSS, or Sketches to be returned, 
should inclose a stamped envelope large cnough to contain the 
contributions submitted, Do not inclose loose stamps, 


Thanks, we are obliged, A READER. Glad te hear it, ARTHUR 
Hopar. Jky Mute, NEW SUBSCRIBER; Wasn't it a trick, 
dodge? Very sorry that we haren't Space for sketches, B. C. FRA. 
SLOPER means to have it, BARCLAY ; He's been never known to 
fail, Where on gart, A PAL or Al. l', Did you pick your rei jo 
up? AULY thinks with you, CARNARVON : J’vtson lies within the 
cup. 
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“ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY.” 
The Largest Circulation of any Illustrated Paper inthe World, 


Forwarded to any part of the World, Sarawak and Bechuanaland 
excepted, post free: 
3 months, Is. 8d.; 6 months, 38. 3d.; 12 months, 6s. 6d. 
In Stamps or P.0.0.'8 payable to GILBERT DALZ IRI, 
‘THE SLOPERIES,” 99 SHOE LANE, FLEET STREET, LONDON, E. C. 


Show Cards will be sent post free to Newsagents on application 


PARIS 
On sale at all Kiosques and Booksellers’, at 20 centimes, or by 
special arrangement at our 
PARIS AGENCY, 22 RUR DE La Banque. 
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NINE CLAIMS ALREADY PAID. 


£150 


Will be paid to the nert- f. kin of any Man, Woman, Boy, or Girl 
(Railway Servants on duty excepted), who shall ig og to meet 
with his ur her death ina Itatlway Accident to Train in 
which they are travelling, in any part of the United Kingdom, 
PROVIDED @ copy of the current tissue of “ ALLY SLOPER'S HALF- 
HOumDAyY” be found upon the Deccased at the time of the Accident, 
“ALLY SLorzn's HALF-HOLIDAY” is published throughout the 
United Kingdom every Wednesday morning at 9 o'clock, and the 
Inaurance lasts one week from that time, cepiring at 9 o'clock the 
Jollowing Wednesday morning. 


JUMBLES AND GINGERBREAD. 


V. P. (seeking information), Then you don't make your clerks 
pasa any competition examination! 

Millionaire Financier, Oh, dear, no! that would never do. It 
may answer for Government oflicials, but. you see, in my business 1 
require sharp, clever fellows, gifted with common etz, who can 
think for themsel ves. * 


Blin® ra. It's ro use fighting fate. 

Trish un. Shue, aw you're rigut there, ocdad! Lat it’s a 
wurd, spalpeer’ who'd use his fate in a knock up, I'm afther 
hinkin’ se 

= 
THF reason why this little verse 
In thin here spot we place, 
Is ‘cos the other one we have 
Is tuo big for the space, 


= 
First Laidy (threateningly). Did you call me a two-faced thing, 
mem, did you? 
Second Laidy (unabashed). Yes, mem, I did; and wot's more, I 
don't know which on em's the ugliest. 


J 
“1 WOULD I were adaisy, Her ankles for to see; It in my bosom 
rankles, That jy is lost to me.” But Smithson inverted the sweet 
sentiment. “1 would 1 was a toadstool, Or one o’ them green 
clocks, Then I'd twig, yer old fool, The holes what's in her socks,” 
No more poetry this journey. 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY, 


FASHION FANCIES.—By Miss Stoper. 
No. 533.— The “Brighton Bathing” Costume. 


“What is this I have drawn?” 
“Please, sir, it's an old shoe.” 
“No; it's a new microbe.” 


“Say, Cholly, how long ought a lady's 
dress to be?" “Give it up.” “A little 
above two {vet. Haw, haw!” 


O' Mufin, I must ax your paardon, surr. When 1 saw yer about a mile off I 
thought it was yersclf ; when J got nearer I thought you were yer brother; now 
I see you are neither one nor the other.” 


Miss Fossil thinks her new 
a ee 


(Saturday, July 14, 1894, 


Victim, Gaerne ape 7 take three, please? 

Vita (soley af tha keep ae | aban lak you 
more like a subscriber, ‘ ones 

VVV scribler—sort of j 
clerk, you know. Ta, ta! Good-bye! : W 


ALLY has, alas! been on the hop, onl once more too 
other day, when he tumbled into aa Green eee he ane 
heard saying, un he glanced at the tombstones, “Look at all them 
What a lotsh of twosh cold they musht 
ss 
s 
1 0 2 Thing. Mr. Tubbins is a confirmed woman-hater 
m told, 
Cynical Old Rachelor, I should think so; why, he's been 
married ten years. es 
s 


bally lumpsh of shugar, 
take to shweeten,” 


A GREEDY young fellow named Lea 
Annexed rome green plums from a tree, 
And, we say it in sorrow, 
He's buried to-morrow, 
Exactly at twenty past three, 
ses 


First Sportsman. Is Bossly a very humane man, do you think? 
Second Sporteman, IIumane ] why? 
First Sportaman, Oh! only that when he’s not shooting he seems 
to have an unsurmountable objection to kill anything. 


s 
HAVE you noticed that nearly all the Salvation Army young 
men at the farm near Southend way have got a cast in their eye! 
Why is it? Because they get a-struggling eo hard to look the 
cther way when the gals are a-bathing that it twists the optic 
muscles, se 
s 


Net urned Traveller (recounting adventures). The savages ran as 
hard as they could when they cauakt sight of me. 

Fair Listener, Indeed! they were terribly frightened, I suppose? 

Returned Trareller. Well—er—to tell you the truth, 1 didn t 
stop to inquire ; you see, it was after me that they ran, 


s 

She, 1 wonder why married men are usually better and more 
i than single ones? 

He, Why, a single man has only one conscience to reproach him 
if he does wrong, while a married mau has to obey the dictates of 
two, don't you see, 5 

s 


“THE memory of the pain of thore we love, and are lost, «till 
brings a holy joy.“ And that was why Mrs, Jones kept the stuffed 
lobster under the glass-case, “ because as how it had once nipped her 
lovely tootsies as she took a header from the Margate ain 
machine steps.” ee 

s 


A. What makes you think that Stutters is getting hard up? 
I. Well, Uve noticed lately he's commencing to pay sv much 
more regard to appearances, ¢ « 
s 


Kitty. Oh, Mab ! how could you tell Edith that eecret I told you? 
Mabel, The responsibility was more than 1 could bear, dear. 1 
was obliged to share the burden, 
* 0 


1 FOLLOWED her mile after mile, 
Through ally, court and street ; 

I'd never seen before, I thought, 
A umiden half su sweet. 


Hut when I spoke to her at length, 
I felt, you bet, dismayed, 
To find that she was nothing more 
Than our new kitchen maid, 
Ld 
* 
During the Hall. 
* Nice Girl, My sister aud I are considered very much alike, you 
now. 
Thoughtless Idiot. Oh, I don't think so. Why, I consider your 
sister a very handsome girl. 
[And then he was surprised that she wouldn't dance with him. 
ss 


s 
‘iret Prt, At last, I really do hate that detestable Bessie Burton. 
Second Pet, Why, she’s always spoken badly of you. 
First Prt, Yes, I know, but she's got engnged first after all. 1 
could stand anything but that. , » 
s 


I svrrosz soldiers’ coats are always red,” said the sagacions 
little missy, “ because the men's blushes, at the number of nurse- 
maids they ve kissed, go clean through them and stäin the cloth.“ 

ss 


s 
8 Binks, What do you do with all your old pairs of bags? Sell 


m 

Banks, Oh, dear, no! I have em cut down for the wife. 

Binks. The wife? 

Banks, Yes, she's gone in for cycling and rational dress, you 
know, ees 

s 

Counsel, You say you met the defendant on the afternoon of the 
26th. Was hein his normal condition? 

Witness. Certainly ; he borrowed half a crown. 


8 
“I'm very fond of a quiet cove,” remarked darling number one, 
as she threw herself down, book in hand, upon n secluded stretch 
of shingle. “ Are you, dear?” responded darling number two; 
“can't say Lam, 1 like one with a little bit of life in him.“ 
2 
Mra, Stingyman, How do you tind your fish, Mr. Sharpleigh? 
Mr. Sharpleigh (hungry). Why, generally by looking for it. 
Mrs. Stingyman ; but as lain rather shortsighted, perhaps it will 
be better this morning to trust to the sense of touch and try 
and feel for it. woe 
s 


I' gladly die for you, sweet maid !” 
We heard the youth declare. 

“You'd better, sir,” she coldly sid; 
do xo hate red hair.” 


— 
Muggi us. I'll never go for n drive again with Chiffers. 
4%. Can't he drive, then? 
Vuggius. Drive? 1 don't believe he could drive a nail, let alone 
a horsa! ae 
s 
THERE are some good girls whocan preserve their tempers and 
dignity under any circs, as Maria Perambulator Snooks did at the 
picnic when she swallowed the vinegar the wrong way ut the very 
second she sat down by accident on the wasps’ nest. 


Master, Can you give mea definition of the word “remote”? 
mie ly. The chance of any man returning a burrowed 
um bre 
— — 


Ewery Monday. One Halfpenny. 
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TOOTSIE AT BRIGHTON. 


— — 
“Ip you're fond of good wine and good dinners, 
Seascapes divine, which the flashing seas whiten, 
Nice little saints, and as nice little sinners— 

Winter at Brighton.” 
os far the poet; but this isn’t winter. It's more like the dog 
d — Brighton is awfully jolly, and nothing like empty. 
Indved, you 
can enjoy 
your little 
self very well 
all the year 
round at the 
ueen of 
Watering 
Places, It 
max, too, be 
“done” very 
cheaply, and 
youmay drop 
goodness 
knows how 
much money, 
Awful swells 
can be as 
awfully swel- 
lish as they 
like, and 
Arry and 
Arriet as 
happy as 

grigs. 

There are 
any number 
of hotels at 
all sorts of 

oe the 

etropole, at 
which Lord 
Rob, the Dook Snook, the Hon. Billy, Tottie Goodenough, Lardi 
Longsox, and yours truly are stopping, is awfully jolly. I have 
travelled about a good bit, and never was in a better. Saturday 
evenings here are grand, Apartments, too, may be found at the 
inost moderate prices, if you ¢ on / t want to be on tlie Front ; but 
it vou can do it, how delightful the Front is. 

It would not be proper, I suppose, to write of Brighton without 
a word or two about ike Brighton of the reds but, in truth, I mix 
up the historical personages with those of fiction, and wonder if it 
was Doctor Blimber or Doctor Russel who first called attention to 
the little tishing village. Of course, George the Fourth really lived 
aud built here the Pavilion, where were some naughty carryings 
on, The Salvation Army lasses avert their heads as they pass by 
on Sunday. Of course, too, once existed Mrs, Fitzlierbert, and 
Mrs. Jordan, and Peagreen Haynes, Colonel Hanger, and ithe 
Barrymores, “Hellgate,” “Cripplegate,” nud“ Newgate.” But is it 
true that Clive and Ethel Neweome were never here, and that 
neither Miss Honeyman or Miss Pipchin were Brighton house- 
holders?) Why, my friend, Ashby-Sterry swears he has found Miss 
Vipehin’s house, Then again, Florence and Little Paul; do you 
STAGE NouR 


The Gipsys warning. 


N ’ 
At the stage-door. 
mean to say they never sat here, on this very spot, and listened to 
the sad murmurs of the waves! Why, here are the waves this very 
day suying the very same things, so, surely, it must be true. 

Visitors to Brighton are of various kinds, Many serious persons 
settle down in lodgings, ent heavy meals, and between whiles pay 
assiduous attention to the ministers in charge of the numerous 
Lrizhton churches and chapels, The sporting fraternity foregather 
at the ever-comfortable Old Ship, and thitheralso the profession ” 
trivel by the late Saturday night train from Victoria, The merr: 
lav-outer brings his nose-bag and bottle, patronizes Fred Collins's 
int craft, and knocks the toes of his boots out against the 
es on the beach, or hies him on his arrival straight away to the 
ke, ignoring sea and sea breezes. Amongst the natives there 
the hundreds who do not see the sea once in six months. 
They know better, It is the same in all seaside towns—and as to 
bathing, ga'on! 


* 7 * E * * 

What do you ar? How's the Nurleaque Company getting on? 
Don't mention it. To begin with, the Dook Snook the other day 
: 204 155 sph rahe 
to Van gipsy 
at the Dyke, and 
she told him he 
was about to 
start on an en- 
terprise which 
would bring 
him to grief. He 

wns natural! 
much annoyed, 
and none the 
less so when she 
questioned the 
genuineness of 
the bit of silver 
he had crossed 
her hand with, 
After that we 
tried, on n quiet 
bart of the 
pach, to sce by 
the cards what 
our luck pro- 
mised to be: but 
one of the Anti- 
Gambling Asso- 
ciation coming 
up, threatened 
us with the rig- 
ours of the law. 
We have re- 
hearsed all the week, but nobody seems to Know a word, and next 
Week we must positively play... . Oh, my dears, two mashers 


5 th _bonquets—but, there, I have not room for another word. 
PS.—You'll shriek when you hear. 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


ON CONSISTENCY IN FIBBING. 


Ir ever you have occasion to tell a fib—and A. SLOPER takes it 
for granted that you wouldn't tell one wi care that it's 
atood ‘un ; none of your feeble tarradiddles that are obviously lies, 
but something with a little local colour in it. 

There's a bright young assistant at Matchem & Tareit’s, the big 
drapers in Upper Street, Islington : he never tells a fib that won't 
stand the test of inquiry. The other afternoon, a middle-aged female 
—one of the experienced and don't-imagine-you-can-humbug-me 
sort—dropped in to“ price some stockings, In the seventy-ninth 
parcel that the bright young e took the string off she 
kawa pair that she rather thought she liked. They had scarlet feet, 
pea-green uppers as fur as the middle of the calf, orange all the rest, 
and navy-blue streaks of lightning chevroning—that's not bad, 


n up and down the inateps, 
15 I rather e those,” she said ; “they're Frenchy and yet lady- 
e. 


“They're very, very choice, madam. 

“The only thing is that they won't wash: all those colours would 
run if they got wet.” 

“Oh, dear me, no, madam ! I assure you they would not.” 

“Of course, you'd ‘assure’ me anything. I don't blame you: 
you've got to sell the things or get the “push”; but I say they 
wouldn't stand the water—now, then!“ 

He saw she was not easily convinced, but he hatched the fiblet in 
15 seconds, and with the shopwalker's eagle eye upon him all the 

ime, 

„What Sunday pe do you read, ma'am?” 

“Oh, we take the ’eople—why ?” 

“ Becauxe, happily, that very organ contained an account of the 
finding of a body—body of n young woman—in the canal last week, 
Medical testimony adduced at the inquest proved beyond doubt 
that the unhappy young woman had been in the water seventeen 
weeks, All traces by which she might have been recognized were 
gone, save that she wore a pair of these remarkable stockings, 
which had kept their colour so perfectly, and still looked so delight- 
fully chic that the detective in charge of the case determined to 
treat his swectheart to half a dozen pairs—instituted inquiries— 
only house in London that kept them—saw me—remember serving 
the poor girl with em early in March—whole mystery cleared up. 
How many pairs, madam?" 

She took all he had, and the shopwalker sent one of the cash- 
boys to the nearest confectioner's for a bun, as the young man 


deserved it. 
Se 


HE KNEW HE WASN'T TIGHT. 
SOLO SuNG BY A PRODIGAL SON IN THE CELLS. 
On! my head is aching madly and my throat is dry and furred, 
And if anyone said “Soda! Iced!“ I'd take it like a bird! 


And I'm locked up at the station cos I made a row last night— 
I admit that I was noisy, but I know I wasn't tight. 


True, | wrenched a dozen knockers and some bell-handles, of course, 
And took his staff and helmet from a member of the Force, 

And I downed him in the gutter, saying “Stop there till the light!” 
And I painted Fleet Street crimson—but I know I wasn't tight. 


Then they took me to the station, and my name they asked of me, 
1 replied that it was Walker, and I lived at number three; 

And I smiled at the Inspector, taking what they call a“ sight“ 
With my nose against my finger—but I knew I wasn't tight. 


Then before the Beak this morning did they drag me, and he said 
Hin revere and stony-hearted, things at which my bosom 


ed 5 
And he shook his head with sternness, and did not believe me quite 
When I begged to reassure him on that point of being tight. 


And I've got to stop in chokey for a month or pay a fine, 

All for dainaging the protile of P. C. 999! 

And the way is black and bitter, but ‘twould seem to me as slight 
Did they own, like honest Britons, that 1 really wasn't tight, 


L’ENvot1. 


For when paving-stones are frisky, and the lamp-posts saraband, 

And - n a boon companion whom youre shaking by the 
and, 

And you've dotted of a copper, and six moons are shining bright 

In the midnight sky above you, it is plain you are not 5 

Any other thing you may be, but you certainly are not tight. 


A DIFFERENCE OF OPINION. 


THE difference between a man's opinion of a girl's beauty, and 
that there girl's bosom friend's opinion, is, indeed, as wide as the 
opening on the Tower Bridge. Eliza,” said young Snorkins, is 
one of the loveliest brunettes I have ever seen—and that mole on 
her cheek, what a value it ae to its beauty.” Les,“ answered 
Esmeralda Selina, thoughtfully, “that skin and that mole on it! 
Her fuce always reminds one of a bally dark plum-pudding with 
only ove currant in it.” 


BISNESS IS BISNESS, 


THIS is a yarnlet about a well-known advertising agent. 

A. SLOPER has paid a lot of attention to the advertising agent at 
one time and another, because he admires and respects him for 
himself, in addition to his impenetrable armour-plated cheek. 

This was the man who hunts the “ads.” for All Sorts of Society, 
or Pitt as it Flics ; and what with the badness of trade and the 
intolerable heat, the “ads.” weren't coming in as numerously ns 
they should have done. But a good advertising agent is never 
beaten by any emergency, and so this man sent his office - box 
round the corner to fetch the nearest undertaker. The man of 
sables was rather astonished at first, us he hadn't seen the doctor's 
carriage drawn up lately outside the oftice of the newspaper, but, 
hat in hand, he entered the agent's sanctum. 

“Ha, Mr. Shroud, I'm glad to see you. I've been thinking over 
the truth of that remarkable proverb: ‘In the midst of liſe— 
you know the rest /—and I'm thinking of making my arrange- 
ments in case anything happens. I've always admired the snappy 
way in which you turn out your funerals, and so it almost 
without saying that I shall place mine entirely in your hands,” 

“Tm sure I'm very much obliged, sir. I'll do all in my power to 
give your relatives satisfaction.” 

„Im sure you will, Shroud, I'm sure you will. I think we'll 
settle on polished oak with brass handles, four mourning coaches 
with black kids and hatbands for sixteen. Make out your bill 
now, will you?” 

“ Now, sir?" gasped the astonished burier, expressing alarm, but 
in a fumbling in his pockets for the merry billhend. Now, 
sir!“ 

“Yes, I'm told you always allow a commission of five per cent. 
on the introduction of new business. Of course, you'll pay that to 
me in advance—particularly as it'll be no use to me afterwards, 

see!“ 


The undertaker didn't see. He told his friends a few days after - 
wards that he'd have brained that fellow there and then if it hadn't 
been that some of his rivals would have accused him of excess of 


veal in looking for trade, 
— — 


SOMETHING LIKE COERCION, 


Willie. Mamma, I want another penny. 

Mother. Why, what have you done with the one you had from 
me just now ? 

Willie, 1 gave it to a little beggar boy in the street. 

Mother (giving him another). That's a good boy; I'm glad to see 
you xo kind-hearted. What did the poor little fellow say? 
1 rae He said he'd have knocked the stuflin' out of mo if I 

adn 


219 
A CHANGE. 


—— 


Some girls, of course, like to live quiet lives. I don't, by any 
Means, say that all of them do. 

Some girls only like 
the quiet by way ofa 
change. 

It is a way that the 
dear creatures have, 
and I, for one, don't 
pretend for a moment 
15 be very clever about 

t. 


No one knows less 
than I do about girls. 
1 mean by that, that I 
know enough of them 
to know nothing about 
them, My dear young 
friends, it would be, 
* as well for your. 
happiness and your 
purses if some of you 
came to the same con- 
clusion, 

The girl I've got in 
my mind, or rather in 
my memory — for 
don't in the least pre- 
tend to have too much 
mind—the girl in 
question lived in the 
country—in Surrey. 

She was a good girl 
and did not, as a mat- 
ter of course, hang 
about the railway 
station on Sunday 
evenings to meet the parson’s and doctor's sons. A good many 
girls, in the country, let me tell you, are partial to that. 

„There is nothing so innocent as country life—excepting town 
life. Girls in town are quite simple enough for me. 

I bape fea fancy ne ee 15 ok the 5 mown hay and the dog 
roses drive some girls into desperation—to go on the 8 2 
become barmaids. 2 8 Re rues. ior 

Of course she was not of that sort in any manner of way. She 
ai not giggle when the average cyclist passed by and ef on his 
horn. 

“I don’t see why you need always want to be getting over a stile, 
Jane, whenever the doctor's son goes by.” 

This she said to a friend who was coquettish and given to utter 
swect little screams, 

* Because you've got new shoes that’s no reason why you need go 
in the swings at the fair.“ This she said to another damsel, 

When the doctor's son 
tried to kiss her in the 
five acre field, she snid : 
* I shall tell mother.“ 

15 What is rather sinen- 
oS lar is that she kept her 
word, That doctor's son 
got into rather a mess 
over the business, Com- 
8 bined with too much 
brandy and soda and 
billiards, it was the cause 
of his having to leave the 
village, 

She oraz really a good 
girl. There was no mis- 
take whatevernbont that. 
She sang in the choir at 
church, She taught in 
the Sunday-school. She 
gathered wild flowers 
and put them on her 
grandmother's grave. 
‘Grandma, by the way, 
had left her £100 in the 
3 per cents. 

She had—as well as 
being such a very good 
irl—a remarkably good 
ure, 

She was very athletic 
‘That really good girl. and could carry sacks of 

flour and heavy things 
quite easily. In fact, she was stronger than the generality of girls are. 

“1 do love my happy home in the country so much,” she used to 
say, “and father and mother are such dears.” 

And everyone said: “It's quite a pleasure to see her walking in 
the meadows—a simple rustic beauty.” 

* * * 


Her grandmother's grave. 


* * * 

Time went on. Time does go it a little bit. 

1 was on the Continent. It was at Hamburg. Out St. Pauli way 
there is often a sort of fair held. 

Wax-works, particularly, are very popular there. In fact, I think 
they enjoy the wax-works almost as well as they do the beer. 

here, in the wax-works show, as a sort of pleasant addition, 
was a performance of the Indian cabinet trick. You know the 
business very well. At least you ought to do by this time, anyhow. 
After showing that there's nothing in the cabinet, they put ina 
thing like an egg and close the doors again. . 

Then a nice little speech is made, which ends with: “ And now 
I shall open the doors 
and you will see a mag- 
nificent fairy.” 

he doors were 
opened, and out of 
that egg thing there 
stepped out, clad in the 
trimmiest burlesque 
prince costume ho 
do you think? Why, 
our friend from Surrey 
—that really good girl 
who loved the country. 

An hour after 1 was 
sented at supper with 
my friend, Rummel, 
the obese German, 
when, somehow or the 
other, 1 couldn't help 
talking about the 
business, 

* Do you know, too,” 
he said, “that as well 
as taking on theshow 
business, she's actually 
married to the propri- 
etor, whodoesacurious 
trade in moncy-lend- 

ng.” 8 hy 
As I went on eating cml A 
my cutlet and en- 
joying as I always do, 
the good, foaming 
Munich beer, I could not help saying, aloud to myself.“ On. 
women! you are fearfully and wonderfully made, particularly 
when you are brought up in the country.” 

Dear me! 


Seated at supper with my friend 


— 


He, I do admire Miss Sharp's complexion : it's so beauti- 
fully fresh. 8 


oe Yes; every morning it's considered quite a work of 


„% Miss Sloper will be delighted to receive photographs from those 


o her friends whose portraits have not yet been inserted. 
TOOTSIEB'S FRIENDS. 


No. 347.— Miss DO. LI DELMORE. 
“Pair mad, I have no mission but to love thee.” 
—The Dook Snook, 
“Who could be proof against such charms as these ?” 
Lord Bob. 
“ With love for Dollie are my heart-strings torn.” 
N —The Hon. Billy. 


(1) It fs necessary, perhaps, for the good of the “Tatties,” to mow down the “Thussels”; but the Eller docs it with a sore 
heart. “ Yew air all-fired — ie in this oan 0 old island, Stranger. In the boundless pararas of ny boundless country, 
e whip all creation in the United states! Yes, sir.” 


sir, sich pernicious vegetables have no place. 


moment I did, that horrid wave would have 
my new bathing costume !” 


ALLY SLOPER'S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


| 


N 


“Good gracious me! if I had not jumped at the 
are all as dry as a biscuit | 


WORST OF BEING POLITE. 


Would-be Passenger, Will allow me to stand ? N 
Chorus of „ 


[Saturday, duly 14, 1894, 


? Rather! Anything you like; we 


DISTINGUISHED PEOPLE INTERVIEWED BY A. SLOPER.—H.R.H. THE INFANT PRINCE. 


When the following appeared in the Court Cireular, A. SLOPER put on airs, and + 


his Court suit; took it, in fact, for eyery day wear,— (1) And cut McGooseley in 
the street: “At the urzent request of the 
Sloper, the wife of A. SLoren, Esq. M. P., F.0.8., A.SS., eto., ete. deputy-assistant 
monthly nurse to the Infant Prince.” Naturally, the boys celebrated the event by 
letting off artillery in the hack and Alexandry got all his hair blown off. 
(2) Causing Aunt Higgins to exclaim how much the lad was like his father now. 
(3) Little Jubilee, too, was rigged out in livery, with a cockaile, of course, by right, 
to attend his parent when he journeyei on the tram-car, “ Now, look here, SLOP KR, 

said Mrs, S., when she was ready to start for White Lodge, „don't you come on dang- 
Ung after me and disgrace me in my place of trust.” “ Disgrace you, my darling,” 
said A. St orn., “I certainly can not; but it my intention to take alvantage of 
your position in the household, and run down interview the little one.” And 
thus it was A. SLOPER found himself the other day at the Home of the Yorks, The 
Duke was most gracious, Ilave a cigar, SLOPER?” said His Royal Highness, 
“Not till after the interview, dear Duke. The smell of smoke might make the baby 


cough,” replied A. SLOPRR, oblivious of the fact that since his entry an odour as of 


distillery had pervailed the chamber in which they sat, almost powerful cnough to 
give an infaut of tender days the D. T. . The interview. A.SLOPER found himself, 


Queen, Princess May has appointed Mra. 


= 

at length, in a sumptnously appointed day nursery.—(4) The door opene,— (5) 
sailed in . It wears upon its baby brow 
the round And top of sovereignty.'—Shakespeare. Ahem!" murmured ber proud 

husband. You fool!” exclaimed Mrs. S., “that's its cap—and don't come 80 close. 
»I trust your Royal Highness feels pretty comfortable ?” A.SLOPER. la- ar. 
la-ar, la-ar 1“ wailed the Infant Prince. That's well! And what, may I ask. do 
m think of existence as far as you have got?” “La-ar, la-ar, la- ar! went on the 
KK TTT 

ing your parent by entering avy, w 
ite?” “La-ar, la-ar, la-ar!” continued the Infant Prince. “I am delighted to 
ear it.” “La-ar, la-ar, la-ar 1“ cried the Infant Prince, louder than ever. “Go 
along, SO EU I“ cried Mrs. S. yon frighten the child!” “My dear,” suggested 
A. SLOPER, “ you don't think it's a pin, do you?” Lor bless my soul f p'raps it 
ia“ exclaimed the matron, “There, then, ducky, ducky; come along, then, come 
along. It sha'‘n't have a nasty pin sticking into its precious body, it sha’n't!" and, 
aer babe F from the room. And thus 
— 


he interesting iuterview was t to termination. “And I didn't even 
have time to present the chiki with my for use in the nursery, as a 
christening present,” murmured the Eminent, . 


. 


by, 


4. 9 
E 


iufuriated Elder, 


(2) “ Rar gcatlanꝰ.“ yelled the 


LOL N 

(3) “Stranger, anage! Yon have whipt me, fir. with a raypadites an. 

delicacy of touch that ay to an American accustomed to electricity, 
wir, Devowinate your Ii t, air.“ 


* 
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A. oGrorg - argument. = 


: OUR WEEKLY WHIRLIGIG. 


What ho, my noble friends and patrons! how find you yourselves hy now? Well and hearty, I 
trust, and fit nnd well to enjoy the treat I have in store for you, Murry up there, please! we're 
just about to ring up the curtain :— Zhe new appointed I. C.J. Ia popular in ce'ry way :— Twiat 
China and Japan just now There arm d proapet of a row - poker isn't quite the thing About 
the household place to bring :—The Bisley Mert ing will this yrar Be extra fine and large, 1 hear :— 


Wak, 
4 its : Lf 
2 b Uf yp: f é 


] 
72 4 
nate” . 
My oe 


ch 


MISSIS IS MASTER HERE. 


“You'd Nike to turn round anil look at the vessels? Yen, 
ee eee eo 


“Awl what does father do, my little man? “Work 
int does your fal do, my going, gone! It's yours, sir. Pas it over, 


fur mouev fur mother to get drunk un. l- l., sit,” 


ALLY SLOPER'S HALF-HOLIDAY. 22 


NO RESERVE. 


Sa 


Puttere's- Hubbo oe 


te · Batlle : of He · Hues: 


The (i, O. M. hia scat's resolved Tohold till Parliament's dissolved :—A cornflower in the shopman # 
coat, More than a cornflower was, I note :—The Oxford team, midst frantic rears, A victory over 
Cambridge rt. There you are, my hearties, what think you of that fora how? A fine sight 
for sore eyes, isn't it, c You can always rely upon getting value for your money at this extablixh. 
ment, I can tell you, See you again next werk. Ta-ta!——THE SLOPERIAN SHOWMAN, 


A FORECAST. 


Master, What do you think of the new vase, Jane? 
Jane, Why, I think it will be a great pity when it's a-broke, 


22 


ss 


— 


‘penny ! Right you are, air. Going, “Say, Joe, don't spoil the colonr of the water—give a f. liow 
. a chance |" 


222 
ALLY-CAMPANE. 


— 


Ix choosing a man of the calibre of Casimir Perier as a successor 
to poor Carnot, France has shown that she can appreciate true 
merit. The new President is as 
popular with the French as is 
A. SLoPER with Englishmen, 
and although his personality 
may not be as striking as that 
of the Eminent, this latter mis- 
fortune may be accounted for 
by his unaccountable distike to 
“Unsweetened.” Nevertheless, 
Casimir Perier is the right man 
in the right place, and the Cruim- 
bling Edifice begs to congratu- 
late him on his success, 


THE Mildewed Mound has 
this day been pleased to confer 
the “Award of Merit" upon 
EDOUARDE DE RESZKE, because 
he's an operatic star, “¥ey- 
ther,” chortled the Azure-Eyed 
Alto, “why don't you ‘ave me 
taught singin’? If 1 was only 
to practis’ a bit, 1 feel sure [ 
should cause a sensation in the 
musical world.“ And the Aged 
promised to see what could be 
done, and later on peed up a 
ha’penny copy of that pathetic 
ballad, “Baby's cut his first 
front tooth.“ « 

s 


Mr. O'Connor informs us 
that he is doing very big business with his Chinese Water Carnival 
at the Agricultural Hall. Islington. We need hardly say that we 
are very pleased indeed to hear this good news, The genial 
O'Connor enters very liberally for his patrons, and well deserves 
all the success he attains, ee 

s 


Honour to whom honour is due. For his services in connection 
with the new Tower Bridge, the Hon. Billy has just been created 
Knight Commander of the Bath, Bun, 


A BREACH of promise case. in which the plaintiff and defendant 
are both nearly seventy years of age, is a bit of a rarity, Such a 
one was, however, tried the other day at Blackburn, and a sym- 
pathetic jury awarded £100 damages, as some slight solace to the 
plaintif!, whose youthful affections had been so ruthlessly tritled 
with, ee 

s 


A CORRESPONDENT complains bitterly that “all the nice watering 
That's the worst of some 


places are xo shockingly over-crowded.” 
people — they're so unreasonably 
selfish, Does the good man really 
expect that people should stay away 
from the resorts he prefers, and 
leave him in uninterrupted posses- 
sion! And after all, too, there are 
plenty of nice quiet little places 
where he can aas his taste for 
solitude until others discover the 
beauties of the retreat, and then— 
why, then he can go on to another, 
We know it ix not everybody who 
cares for the mild dissipations of sea- 
side life, who would sooner court 
Nature than the prettiest seaside 
belle whoever worea snappy bathing 
dress, We don't want to blame them, 
only let them go their way and others 
go theirs, 5 „ 


SINcE the assassination of the late 
President of France, the Scotland 
Yard authorities have had n lively 
time of.jt Every member of the 
English ‘Royal Family has to be 
shadowed as though he were some 
suspected des perado. Royalty, 
though, are not the only victims, as 
SLOPER is, most evenings, in- 
variably found in the company of 
one or two policemen, 


ONE of the greatest attractions at the Earl’s Court Exhibition is 
undoubtedly the Zableauz Viranta which are now on exhibition at 
the theatre. Visitors to the Exhibition must not miss them under 
any circumstances. They most certainly are worth the expenditure 
of a humble tanner. 3 2 


Ir is not true that the Hon. Billy has been commissioned to 
nlvertise Lari! during the seaside tour, as the man who grew 
fat with laughing over this mammoth ha'porth. Larks! is its 
own advertisement. Once bought, always bought—and only an 


insignificant ha’penny, Wonderful ! 


THERE is absolutely no truth In the rumour now being busily 
circulated that the case of SLOPER r. SLOPER will shortly appear 
upon the cause list in the divorce court. Sensation-mongers and 
evening paper editors, grind your teeth in rage. 


s 

Mr. J. M. BARRIE has at last given us a play which is in every 
detail quite worthy of his reputation as one of our leading writers 
of fiction. The 
Professor's Love 
Story is, un- 
doubtedly, one 
of the most 
. con- 
cocted and writ- 
ten plays that it 
has ever been 
our pleasure to 
see enacted on 
the English 
stage, and places 
ite author 
amongst the 
leading drama- 
tists of the day. 
In the hands of 
an actor with 
such a strong 
„ personality us 
A, k. S. Willard 
e- the character of 
, the Professor is 
perfectly — xafe, 
and other char- 
actersarecqually 
well represented 
by such well- 
known artistes 
as Royce Carle- 
ton, Bassett Roe, 
G. Canninge and 
Tessie Hatton. The Professor's Love Story is likely to run so 
long as Willard retains the management of the Comedy Theatre. 


. 
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THE visit paid by Medooseley to the Empire last week will be 
long reese by the eee of that theatre, as well as by 
the barumida. Me- 


Gooseley professed sf 
to be as well-pleased * 
with the entertain - he 


ment as he was with 
the Scotch whisky, 
so, as he laid in soak 
forthe greater part of 
the evening, the 
quality of both must 
have been first class, 
The two ballets and 
the Living Pic- 
tures certainly 
made an impression 
on the genial Mac, 
but not such a great 
one as did the pave- 
ment, on to which he 
was eventually 
chucked by the 
Empire Commis- 
sionaire. 4 


s 

Lapy cyclists 
have much to con- 
tend against. They 
complain that 
machinists of the N \ 
other sex per- art \ 
sistently annoy 
them with their unwelcome attentions when out enjoying a spin. 
This is very sad, of course, but then, unescorted young ladies are 
always subjected to annoyance from some bounder or other, 
whether they take their exercise on foot or cycle. ALLY can only 
advise nn effective snubbing, or, if that prove unavailing, an appeal 
to n friendly policeman or passer-by. There are ends of all classes, 
and it could hardly be exported that the ranks of Cycledom 
would be entirely free from their objectional presence. 
s¢ 


72 
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A. SLOPER congratulates Lord Russell of Killowen—or, as we 
know him better, Sir Charles Russell—upon his appointment as 
Lord Chief Justice. A few lingering feelings of disappointment 
may yet remain in the Old Uns breast, that his own merits have 
been overlooked, but he even goes so far as to say that, after all, 
Charlie is the right man. Magnanimous SLOPER! 

es 


s 
WE are again threatened with a general conl strike. Already 
upwards of 00,0% Scotch miners are idle. When we understand 
that theirs is the most dangerous of any calling, can we be surprised 
at the miners fighting for a “living” wage 
ss 


s 
Lorp Rosebery has given the Anti-Gambling humbugs a quiet, 
Such a cool, calm, 


but really most ctfective smack in the eye. 
gentlemanly, 
and altogether 
unexpected 
blow that the 
A. (i. II. afore- 
id haven't re- 
covered = from 


Minister has 
discovered, in 
fact, t h at 
Cromwell—the 
nustere, the 
Puritan, the 
mirth - hating 
Oliver Crom- 
well —actually 
kept race- 
horses. Just 
think of it ! the 
very man, 
of all others, to 
whose melan- 
choly rule 
these killjoys 
and others of 
their d 
kidney are so 
anxious to return. Oh, Oliver! Oliver! why—why did you do it? 
when you might otherwise have been uated as a glorious example 
by those nineteenth century Roundheads ! 
ss 
s 

ANOTHER dastardly attempt to wreck a train was discovered last 
week, several huge stones being found on the metals, and a lad who 
was lurking close by was arrested. What manner of fiend is it 
who, for no earthly purpose but one of devilish exultation over 
death and destruction, does thus imperil the lives of hundreds of 
fellow creatures! There would seem to be several about, and their 
punishment should be as terrible as the nature of their crime. 

ss 


s 
ALTHOUGH A. SLOPER'S services have not yet been retained by 
the Duke of York to stand as godfather to his little son, the over- 
sight will possibly be immediately rectitied when the happy parents 
learn that the Eminent possesses amongst his relics a charming, 
though rather ancient, German silver goblet. 
se 
s 
DETESTABLE as were the crimes of Henry, Ravachol, Vaillant and 
other anarchists who have rightly suff the extreme penalty for 
their offences, the 8 
last atrocious deed aXe 
in the name of 
anarchism seems 
tocall for some ex- 
ceptional method 
of dealing, not 
h the 


connected with 
the brotherhood, 
who know no 
law, reason, or 
mercy ; fiends who 
seek to obtain im- 
possible ends at 
the sacrifice of 
good and just 
rulers and inno- 
cent men, women 
and children, 
Such wretches are 
manifestly beyond 
the pale of the 
ordinary law; n 
new one should be 
made to deal with 
them; and just as the mutinous Sepoys, during the rebellion in 
India, were blown from the cannon’s mouth, to these bloodthirsty 
ruftians should be served — broken upon the rack, boiled in oil 
burnt at the stake, or any other painful and lingering method o 
death. which would strike horror into their ranks and act as a 
deterrent against further outrages. 


a 
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A CHRONICLE OF CURIOUS EVENTs, 


4 CALENDAR POR THR Week ENDING mer JULY, 1894, 
— — 


15th J 1867.—Leicester B 
critic, died th day, aged 180 tee, uckingham, dramatist and 


16th July, 1804.—This day two very old houses in Mi 

fell down about six in the morning, and the inhabitants, . 
of eight families, were buried in the ruins. Workmen at once 
came to the rescue and released no less than thirty-six persons, 
Many were bruised ina dreadful manner, but not one life was lost 
nor any bones broken. One old woman aged ninety-five years 
who had been seven months bedridden, was rescued without the 
slightest injury. A child about six months old, after being above 
three hours buried in the rubbish, when taken out, naked, and 
cleaned from the dust, smiled in the face of his deliverer. : 


17th July, 1788.—This day the Lord Chancell 
e of a bankrupt who had lost five pounds W 
cards, 


18th July, 1836.—This day Raikes writes: “The horrid 
ceremony of riveting the convicts to the chain, who are departin 
to the Bagne at Toulon, took place this morning at the Bicétre. 
They were brought into the court of the prison and manacled two 
and two, while a long chain connected them all together, evch 
cordon being composed of twenty-eight convicts. They were then 
placed in waggons, and, guarded by troops and gendarmes, proceed 
to their destination, A. M. Champion, more generally known by 
the name of the Man with a Blue Cloak, always assists at this 
ceremony from motives of charity, and distributes a quantity of 
snuff and tobacco among the sufferers, To-day the chain was com. 
posed of one hundred and seventy-one culprits sentenced to the 
alleys. They were chiefly of the lower order, and of the most 
nfamous character, There were about 100,000 people assembled 
on the road to see this procession pass, among whom were several 
well-dressed ladies in carriages. The conduct of the prisoners 
generally was hardened, noisy, and abandoned.” 


19th July, 1817.— An aspiring, coloured gentleman, who had 
fought a very plucky battle with Caleb ele the “Pride of 
Westminster,” this day, in a clumsy match at Holloway, beat an 
unknown oo Tom) for twenty guineas, and was afterwards 
thrashed, September 30th, 1817, at Shepperton Range, by Pug 
McGee, a fourth-rate pugilist. 


20th July, 1611.—The following bill was this day paid for a 
play acted on the Feast of St. Margaret: 

£34, 
For players - - © - - = © e© e140 
Musicians = - —— — © © © O56 6 
John Hobhbanl. priest, author of play - © s 0 2 8 
Becorntious, dresses and hl? 0 1 0 
Hire of place of performance - 2 © 2© © 010 
Furniture 0 11 
Painting 3 phantoms and 3 devils — 0 0 6 
Fish, bread and ale for players + —— - 0 3 5 
Four chilekeus forthe her 0 0 4 

119 9 


2ist July, 1763.—Poawell, in his life of the great Doctor, 
pays under this date: “Mr. Johnson and T supped in a private 
room at the Turk's Head Coffee House inthe Strand, I encourage 
this house,’ said he, ‘for the mistress of it is a good, civil woman, 
and has not much business.“ The house, number 112, afterwards 
was taken by Mr. Chapman, Here “George Eliot,” Miss Mary 
Aun Evans, resided for a couple of years when she first came to 
London, and here inade the acquaintance of George Henry Lewes. 


— — 


SEASIDE SONNETS. 
No. 1—Tue NE Pius ULTRA OF ANTIQUITY, 

Very old is the nursery rhyme 

That the babe to Sleep-land wins: 
Very old is the “ Once on a time” 

That the fairy tale begins, 
Very old is the female rage 

For the breaking of hearts in plenty : 
Very old is the maid whose age 

Has, in censuses three, been twenty. 


Very old are the frost and snow, 

Very old are the storm-worn hills: 
Very old you will surely grow 

If your faith is in Squeecham's Pills, 
Very old is the crime of theft : 

Very old is the trick of lying: 
Very old—when no breath is left 

Is the imbecile knack of dying. 


voy old are the schemes that maids 
‘ave employed, men's hearts to wheedle · 
Very old is the ace of spades: 
Very old, Cleopatra's Needle. 
But older than these things are— 
Much older than any, than each— 
Are the jokea, heard near and far, 
Of the niggers on every beach ! 


ee 


OTHER PEOPLE’S TROUBLES. 

A “LADY GARDENER " writes to ask us what is good for the 
cabbage-worm. We don't know whether she's getting at us, but 
we unhesitatingly reply: Cabbage, madam, cabbage.” We have 
known a good plump cabbage keep a large family of worms for 
quite a time. . ; 

A man at St. Heliers has just been and married his aunt. Leing 
now his own uncle,“ he jer to be able to wear his watch and 
chain more ey than of yore. 

A soliloquy being termed a agency ag and a confab between 
two persons a duologue, a young man in Vauxhall wants to know 
whether the popular midnight concerts of the feline troupe should 
be called a catalogue. ho knows? 

It is a question for the mathematicians to solve how much time 
two women save who risk their lives running across the street in 
front of a eouple of racing omnibuses, and then have to stand and 
wait for the woman who was afraid to run. 

Some remarkable storics are told under the head of “ Antipathies. 
but the most remarkable we ever heard was that of the Fleet. 
Streeter who couldn't sleep in church because the nap was worn vil 
his coat collar. ; 

A woman has been sunstruck whilst gazing in a linendraper’s 
window. All amart husbands will cut this paragraph out und glue 
it on the sitting. room looking-glass. 

When two girls kiss. of course it's called a kiss, but it might as 
well be called a funeral for all the fun there is in it! 

A aweet young girl who has just got married and gone to 
America for her honeymoon, writes to Tootsie: “1 shall never 
a the motion of that steamer! The revolutions of the screw. 
added to the rolling of the vessel, make one feel ns though one 
were riding a gigantic camel that is suffering from heart disease, 
and one doesn't iniss a single throb.” oor girl! She should have 
waited till the bridge is finished and crosscd the Atlantic that way. 


— 


Ewery Wednesday. 


JUDY. 


Best Artists. Best Authors. 
EDITED BY GILBERT DALZIEL. 
89 SHOE LANE, FLEET STREET, LONDON, E. C. 


Twopence. 
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A (SARAH) GRAND LOOK OUT. 


C as O Un ‘ very 
8 5 ; newest terror 
„ Propose 2 he? Vw 5 We owe (there 
‘ C Coms - net 

a cee 774 


is no error) 
To Sarah Grand 
2 
— were born). 
— Ile r 
: 3 Woman“ is 
Ay the maddest 
0 Invention of 
this faddist, 
1 girls once 
sweet she'd 
now have 
treat mero 
men with 
lofty scorn, 
ea, Man-din- 
Peasy es 


(Whose blither- 
ng some call 


Puts Woman on 
her guard 
against all 
mankind's 
criminal crew; 

And if she trains our dameels 

To look on men as “ sham-eella,” 
The question then arises, ‘“ What is knocked-out Man to do?” 

If Sarah makes all she folk 

A kind of “ Dou't-touch- we? folk, [much 1“ 
‘Tis clear that they will make men say, “ Propose to them? Not 

Then girls may say to Sally, 

“Goto, ma'am! Tilly vally! [clutch.” 
Your game won't pay, and so good-day, we'll now escape your 


— — 


HE'D SEEN IT WORKED. 

THE pier at Shingleton was crowded, All the visitors—and the 
place was full of ‘em—and quite three parts of the inhabitants 
ne to have taken udvantage of the exceptionally delightful 
evening, and the number of twopences taken at the turnstile fairly 
esinblished a record. Plash, plash went the waves aginst the piles, 
pitter-patter sounded the boots and shoes of the promenaders ; the 
hind brayed loudly, spoony couples whispered in secluded corners 
men smoked, women chattered, and altogether Shingleton seemed 
to be enjoying itself thoroughly, 

Suddenly a shout, a rush to the side, a wild confusion, men 
shouting, women screaming ; and 
then the outskirts of the fifteen 
deep crowd that peered eagerly 
over the rails learnt that a lady 
„ vonng lady—had fallen from the 
steps of the landing stage into 
the water, and was being rapidly 
carried out to sen. 

I. very hody speaks nt once. 
Some call for boats, others for 
bout-hooks, Others, agoin, 
shriek wildly for ropes and life. 
belts, or call loudly upon some. 
holy to man the lifeboat. Bat 
nobody does anything, Those 
are in the first few rows are 
too busy watching the drowning ~—-* 
girl, and those, behind are => 
devoting all their superfluous “2 0=— 
energies in pushing themselves — @2~ 
into the front rank, 

Suddenly a bronzed, brawny 
young boatman elbows his way 
through tho, crowd, throws off 
his cap, springs ven the parapet, and dives headlong into the 
wat wenty fect below. 

What a cheer goes up as he rises to the surface and strikes out 
with long, powerful strokes for the drifting girl. He has nearly 
reached her; he has got her- na, she has sunk just as the gallant 

Wimmer makes a grab at her floating hair, A groan runs through 

he anxious spectators, Wait. though; the boatman has dived, and 
he onlookers hold their breath in expectancy. The seconds pass ; 
wdoes not appear, Can the drowning woman have e him 
n the agony of death, and dragged him to share with her a watery 
re? Still no sign. Will he never appear? Ah, see, at last he 
ies, and oh, joy! beneath his arm he bears the girl, snatched from 
he very brink of cytes 

What cheers rend the air as he climbs the steps of the landing 
age with his rescued burden. Handkerchiefs wave and hats are 
hrown in the air in del ight, and a delightful old gentleman, dofting 
is own headgear, drops in a sovereign asa start, and in ten minutes 
48 collected a very handsome subscription, which he presents 
‘ith a neat little speech to the gallant rescuer. 

There was only one man who didn’t seem to share the general 
nthusiasm, and he waa a cynical-looking old fellow, who calmly 
moked on during the whole business. And why, gentle reader, 
n't he behave like the others? Well, don't you see, he'd just 
ome over from Beachington, where the gallant boatman, the 
ened maiden and the delightful old gentleman had carried out 
weir successful little performance only the weck before. 


— — 


GIRLS OF THE FRI.“ 
STulLA L'EST EI. I. A. 


2 STELLA STELLARUM! Star of 
The pol 1 hat sh 
ne polar gleam that shows 
2 rs, NS Their ocean paths to ocean tars 
ALD Cal 2 Than thou less brightly glows. 
N ad, a 


wh; Stella Stellarum! Star of Stars! 
A) Beneath thy wildering flame 
227 1 The valorous votarics of Mars 
Wax weak, and meck, and 


a tame, 
8 N Stella Stellarum! Star of Stars! 
2 — 8 is. More subjects own thy powers 


Than all the emperors, kings, and 
crx. 
In all this world of ours. 


Stella Stellarum! Star of Stars! 
There's ner a“ rage,” I vow, 
Who's pledged so oft in luncheon 

bars 
\ And clubs and pubs. as thou. 


Stella Stellarum! Star of Stars! 
I'd liefer far be ridden 
Of sweethearts, suppers, cards, 


vigars, 
: Than from thy light be 
y hidden, 


Stella Stellarum! Star of Stars! 
8 Methinks that thou in charity 
Cnn'rt beat the bright Stonecutter light, 
And eke iu popularity. 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 
THE EDITOR'S LETTER-BOX. 


— 


P. O. Box 1496, JOHANNESBURG, S. A. REPUBLIC, 
May 2th, 1891. 

Dran On r yeary wears have I wandered in 
different climes, still I never forget thee—and “Thou Art Ever 
Dear to Me.“ I have often tried to find some rarity worthy of u 
front seat in your Exhibition, and at last I have succeeded—or, at 
least, I hope so—and have forwarded the same to you by a friend 
who is homeward bound, and will arrive a few days after this 
letter. Strange to say, it is only a common Radish (uml yet an 
uncommon one), inasmuch as it babe ing on the day that I packed 
it to you, 6 Ibs, 10 on., aud measured in length, 16 in.; girth, 144 in. 
big end; girth, 104 in. small end. It was grown in this place 
(Johannesburg), and was packed on the 25th inst. Should this 
arrive in fair condition, you cannot fail to recognise in it a very 
like brother to the Sacred Emblem of “Unsicectened” (your dear 
old nose). Yours truly, A. EDWARDs. 


ee 


SLOPER’S VAGARIES. 
No. 256.—He Gets DOUBLE VALUE ron H18 FLOnix. 
THE wife of A. SLopER had long been lying 
Pale on her pallet, and almost dying. 
But now the fever had left her wholly : 
Her wonted health she was gaininz slowly, 
And SER. anxious to aid or serve her 
In convalescence, inquired with fervour 
What he could get to amuse and please her. 
“We have only two bob,” said the dear old geezer, 
„And only a book will my sad soul gladden : 
Get me Under the Red Flag, written by Braddon!” 


The bookstall of Smith at the railway station 

Waa closing, when, breathless from excitation, 
The Fossil ran up, with the kind intention 

Of buying the book that his wife did mention. 

And there on a shelf of the stall he spied it, 
But—gracious ! what book was the book beside it? 
Pressed close to the Braddonesque book, he seed a 
Novel called “ Under Two Flags,” by Ouida, 
Under the Red Flag,’— Under Two Flags“ — 
So Storu remarked, as he smacked his “ bags,” 
“Shall I take one tlag to my dear old honey, 

When fre J can get for the selfzame money!“ 


So “ Under Two Flags“ he made homeward carriage. 
And proudly appeared to his wife by marriage. 

“My darling,” he said, with a kiss so gallant, 

“Say, what do you think of my business talent?“ 
Then his bargain he laid on his loved one’s bed, 

But his loved one, who Under Two Flags” had read, 
Rose, and collared her husband with feverish clu:ches, 
And SLOPER once more has to crawl on crutches! 


MEMORY, 


Tle was a man well into middle nge. and as he gazed round the 
company in the Henley pub. whilst the almomdl-eyed barmaid 
mixed his shandlygaff, his eyes fell upon a young man with a very 
freckled face and a ginger moustache waxed at the ends, He was 
5 man sho never forgot a face, and walking up to the young man, 

o Miel: 
f Your face is very familiar to me: tell me where I've met you 
‘ore? 


5 ee knows! My name's Smith—J. Smith, of Ball's 
ond. 

“What! Son of old Smith?” 

My father’s older than I am.“ 

“Yes, ves—just so—jolly old chap—left-handed in both fect— 
used to play skittles at the Pig and Polypus?” 

„Quite right. Did you ever live in Ball's Pond?” 

“Rather! Fifteen years. Knew I'd seen you somewhere before, 
never forget a face. Soon as I clapped eyes on you J remembered 
„ Sing lar thing, never forgot a face in my 
ife, 

„low long is it since you left the old place?” 

„Oha deuce of a long time ngo—twenty-seven years ago last 
May. That's a good time, ain't it? And I ain't been back there 
since, yet I remembered your phisog as fresh in my mind as if it 
was only yesterday.” 

The young man with the freckles was very thoughtful for a bit, 
until at last he said: 

“Look ere, old chap, I don't want to insinuate that you're n 
liar ; but you say vou haven't been in Ball's Pond for twenty-seven 
years. I haven't been out of it for twenty-seven years—'cept for a 
week or so in the summer, at any rate—and I’m only twenty-xeven 
yeara old. I must have been born the year yon left the neigh- 

urhood : do you i think you remember me?” 

“Remember you, cockie, why I knew you the instant I saw you! 
Bless you, I stood godfather to you at your christening, and d'ye 
think 1 could forget a face that was impressed on my mind in 40 
solemn a ceremony—not me! Here, I'll toss you who pays for 
two drinks!” 


— 


BLAME ME NOT! 


THE jealous fires within my breast 

Jn truth burn fierce and hot, my love. 
Your presence yields my life its zest, 
Your absence makes my soul distressed 
With an o'ermastering, mad unrest— 

For which you like me not, my love! 


And yet te chide, with scornful sneer, 
Small reason you have got, my love. 
The jealous sigh, the jealous tear, 
But prove with what a wealth siucere 
Of worship I adore my dear: 
So pray you blame me not, my love! 


What if old Time a time should bear, 
When wedlock is our lot, my love 
A time when I no jot shall care, 
But smiles of like indiiference wear, 
Whether my love be here or there! 
Ah! that would please you not, my love! 


When unconcern succeeds concern, 
Then Love is lost, forgot, my love: 
So, if I in your absence yearn, 
And jealous fires within me burn, 
Be 1 proud of it, and learn 
To chide, to blame me not, my love! 


HUNDREDS AND THOUSANDS. 


“A PERFECT Blanc”: The mountain of that name. 
Is a Guinea-Pig invariably worth One-and-Twenty Shillings? 
Wuart fish resembles sixpence? Ling, because it is half a shil- 


ling. 

Ir the tomb be “the silent tomb,“ why do we hear so much 
about tomb's-tonea ! 

Why is “She” like the baby of a pale and worn-out cyclist? 
Because it is the child of rider haggard. 

Mn. TIMONOFF ATHENS tells us that, though lacdios may have 
heaps of muslin to wear they invariably want muzzlin’. 

It is meet that a man who epenis all his wages in bitter nle 
phooia get still more bitter (r)ail from his wife when he gets 

ome, 


223 
THE LION QUEEN. 
aA Tragedy. 


CHAPTER IV. 

THE Pollodropsicon proved to be a huge success much ofr 
success, that the salary of Hamish McNab was raised to au extent 
that he had hardly 
thought of in hie 
wildest dreama, 
The twenty-seven 
and saxpence he 
how earned weekly 
was a fortune ns 
compared with 
what he had hoped 
for when shepherd. 
ing on the sterile 
and rocky plains of 
Caledonia, He saw 
himself in the 
future gaining 
much mon ex 
himself a laird, 
when he could re- 
turn to his native 
wilds and proudly 
look with scorn on 
the Elder, McSwine 
and all his contem- 

raries, Nor was 
he blind to the cir- 
cumstances that his 
success as a Pollo- 
dropsicon was not 
due to the excel- 
lence of the music 
he quarried out of 
the instrument 
dear to the Scottish 
heart. He recog- 
nised that the more weirdly, blood-curdling sounds he evolved 

ical strathspey 


Prowlly look with scorn, 


—the less these sounds were unlike the rhythmetic 
or the pibrochaide—the more likely was he to produce somethin 
that would carry terror to the strings of the human heart and 
arouse the wild animals to greater exhibitions of frenzied terror. 
And so Hamish McNab practised scales and exercises, and com- 
binations of the major fifths and the dominant ninths, and sonatas 
ino . on that instrument with vigour and earnestness, Nor was 
he discouraged in his efforts by the fact that they was looked 
on with envy by some of the other members of the staf at the 
exhibition. When show time was over, or the cavaleade was on 
the march, Hamish McNab found that he was avoided by his 
fellow men. This did not disturb Hamish, but it had the effect of 
driving him into the company of his fellow-wonmn, there being 
only one such connected with the establishment besides the 
mistress of the 
establishment, 
This fellow. 
woman had eyes 
for manly beauty, 
and the stalwart 
woportions — of 
{amish = MeNab 
had found favour 
in hersight. The 
lady was a sort of 
compinion and 
secretary to the 
proprictrix of the 
show, relieved her 
at the pay box, 
and acted as 
general secretary 
when such a thin 
was required, 
She, in a measure, 
occupied an isola. 
ted position from 
the remainder of 
the employees of 
the establishment, 
and it was only 
because Hamish 
was, in u manner, 
unique, that she 
had allowed her 
thoughts to rest 
on him. The 
conversation which took place between them at the rear of the 
elephant waggon after business hours deepened the impression 
that the appearance of the Scot had made on her mind, aud ere 
—.— Bellarini, whose other name was Maria Ann 
Brown, felt that to her there was only one man in the world, and 


At the rear of the elephant wagon, 


For in love there is n sweetness in secrecy that the couple who 
proclaim their affection from the housetops wot not of. There are 
the soft sighs that may mean much or so little; the tender hand- 
pressings which may suggest a wealth of affection, or may mean 
nothing at all; there are the tender heartburnings which dubicty 
is sure to engender—the doubts that make love doubly keen, All 
these are iost to the 
pair whose love is patent 
to the outer world, and 
who have no conceal- 
ments. 

There ns policy, 
also, in this reticence 
on the part of Sophor- 
inn. Madame Carlona, 
proprietrix of the show 
and wife of the cele- 
brated lion tamer of that 
name, was of a jealous 
disposition, and al- 
lowed no matrimony 
on the premises save 
her own, She deemed 
that Sophorina's best 
abilities were her own 
as long as she remained 
unmarried, and that her 
interests might be divi- 
ded were matrimony to 
occur, Therefore she 
discouraged courtships 
in every form, and it 
was only when Madame 
had retired to the pri- 
vacy of the travelling- 
saloon oy ae —. op- 
portunity for meetings 
— Hamish Me- Of 6 ee iercattiva, 

Nab and Sophorina was afforded, and their meetings were nt 
infrequent intervals, And so these two hearts beat as one in 
secret, both unaware of the crookedness of the path of true love 
which they yet had to tread. 

(To be continued next week.) 


— — —— ee 
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No. 368.— Mn. Josxrn Hvasr, F. 0.8. 

“In the person of J. Hurst we doubtless behokd one of the 
Great Jeving’s chicf lieutenants. The Lyceum without its 
Hurst would be atout on a par with The Merchant of Venice 
without its Shylock. We understand that our-yenial hero was 
born, .weaned, and reared, gencrally ein the neighbourhood of a 
pawnbroker’s shop, ‘he ease with which he manipulates the 
ticket businew can, therefure, be easily accounted for. A Joseph 
was brought up with yreat care, and nurtured on pure unadul- 
terated nursery milk andl * Unsweetened’; cunseyuently he has 
a constitution of iron anil a cheek like ‘brass.’ He would ir- 
sibly have panned out well as-a strong man. Unfortunately, 
the strong men of his early youth were not in receipt of such 
Princel salaries us they arc nowadays; consequentlys Hurst 

urned his attention to other and. better things. Ile migratet 
to London when still in the prime of his youth, and, meeting 
A. SLOPER, diplomatically stool the latter. individual a drink. 
This was the making of young ILurst, for the Eminent One took 
him in hand.at once, and very soon placed him.on the- royal 
road which alone leads to fortune. Chiefly because he is a Lyceum 
favourite our hero was created F. O. S., and the ‘Sloper Award of 
Merit presented to him Juue 23rd, 1894." ——Debrett Improved, 


He. a did Henley last week ? Ah! I remember the time 
when I was crack ecull'—— 
She (in her sly way). Cracked skull, dear? Ob! you haven't 


THE HIGHER EDUCATION OF BOYS. 
a Well, Master Reggie, what did you learn at school 


to-~lay 
Reggie. Oh! we did geom: 


etry. 
Nurse. That's a sort of arithmetic, ian t it? 
Reggie. Oh, no! it's Latin. 


“Tapa’s been and bought her a Lbeau-weaa!” 


ALLY SLOPER'S HALNHOLIDA N. 


NOT A BIT PROUD. 


ere, 
. 


Hanghty Younuster, Go away, rode boy in rn was a French General, 


Aude Boy, That's nothing, sunny ; my graudpaw was u French Polisher. Still, I ain't proud. 


A FALSE 


(ed) 

(1) nm!“ muttered the young and enthusiastic copper, recently appointel to 
the Little Boozington district, as he observe! a ruf™fian armed ic ig and a 
guileless-looking youth hastening past his beat, “it don't want a blooming ' Sherlock 
Holmes to tell that there's summat wrong there."——(z) According xv. having 
tracked the pair in a cat-like manner, to the detriment of his new uniform, fora 
couple of miles, the intelligent officer saw them enter a lonely orchard together. A 
moment later and a loud report, fullowel by piercing yells, warned him that some 
fearful catastrophe had taken placu.—(3) With praiseworthy promptitude, the 


ALL WAS BLUE. 


“Well, I hept on ' till I was blue in the face.” 
“Blew in whose face?" »lew in noboly's face, 
Tue in my own face.” “Go on! you couldn t blow 
in your own face, silly!“ Evaliue. 


GIRLS SLOPER'S KISSED. 


Uno, Bill I ‘ave yer turned into india-rubber?” AN 
Tommy; a puter perches.” 2 


SCENT. 


A) 


daring slop bounded over the hedge, and, wasting no thought upon the victim, r- 
ceeded to flatten out the murderer with his trusty baton.—4) Visions of promotion 
flashed before his mental opties, when the sudden fall of a ig tree across his spine 
laid him prostrate, and the voice of the supposed victim piped ont: Take that, yer 
poachin’ rascal! Curu t me old dal an' me earn a’ bob, scarin’ birds horf the 
cherries, ‘thout you a-comin’ an’ bashin’ of his old cokernut like that?” Then that 
youthful bobby recognised that he had been a little too hasty in jumping to cou- 
clusions, and “that things are uot what they sccm.” 


A REFLECTION IN THE SEA. 


“Gracious! No wonder the sea-sisle was less frequented " 
our mother's time! 
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